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our interests " ; and in another part of
the article Ibsen was blamed because he
had written of suicides and in other ways
made use of " the morbid terror of death.5'
Dramatic literature has for a long time
been left to the criticism of journalists,
and all these, the old stupid ones and the
new clever ones, have tried to impress upon
it their absorption in the life of the moment,
their delight in obvious originality and in
obvious logic, their shrinking from the
ancient and insoluble. The writer I have
quoted is much more than a journalist,
but he has lived their hurried life, and
instinctively turns to them for judgment.
He is not thinking of the great poets and
painters, of the cloud of witnesses, who
are there that we may become, through our
understanding of their minds, spectators
of the ages, but of this age. Drama is a
means of expression, not a special subject
matter, and the dramatist is as free to
choose where he has a mind to, as the poet
of Endymion, or as the painter of Mary
Magdalene at the door of Simon the
Pharisee. So far from the discussion of
our interests and the immediate circum-
stance of our life being the most moving